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The Lost and Restored.

BY LILLIAN LINN,

Had I been blessed with a mother's
watchful fove, I might have been other
than I have been ; had her guiding hand
trained my wayward feet in infancy,
there might have been less hours of
woe in store for me, and fewer blight-
ed years. But no such blessed lot was
mine ; she only lived to press her babe to
her bosom and then with a kiss and bles.
sing for her husband and child, closed
her eyes on earth for a happier land.—
My father, o0, died in my childhood.
Lelt to the care of relatives who indulged
my every whim, I soon levrned my pow-
er,. My will was law, my slightest wish
obeyed. Pelted, spoiled and self.willed,
I grew up to womanhood with no wish
ungratified, no passion unrestrained, and
at the age ot eighteen made my debut in
the ‘fashionable world.  Gay, beautiful
and sccomplished, I was mnch admired,
end for & time reigned supreme, the life
and the star of the bright eirele in which
1 moved. Yet underneath all the pride
and passion of my natare lay an under-
current of tenderness and deep feeling,
waiting but for some master hand to touch
the bidden spring aud bid its warm foun-
tains gush forth into new life and beauty,
Suitors thronged around me, and with
honeyed words and hollow hearts, luid
their offerings at my feet; but from them
all T turned proudly away, save one.—
Gay Lawrence was & perfect specimen of
wanhood ; handsome dignified and re-
served, so different from the butterfly
throng ; when others flattered he was si-
lent; when others praised he only
swiled, Yer there was a magic power
in the rich tones of his manly voice
which drew me away from the giddy
throng and bound me a eaptive prisoner
at his side, 1 thought it his wealth and
gpotless name which caused me 1o launch
my bargue with his on the troubled sea
of life, and learned not till long years af-
terward the whole soul worship which
thrilled my being for him, Surrounded
with every luxury which (he most deli-
cate (aste and urbounded wealth could
lavish ; with ahusbhand who idolized me,
for a time our eplendid home seemed an
Eden of bliss. Gradually I withdrew
from the gay world till when two years
had flawn and a sweet babe smiled on
my bosom. [ thought myself wholly wean-
ed from its enares and' fascinations, It
was a new joy to watch the expanding of
that immortal bud, and in ‘he fow briel
months of its young existance I experi.
enced a new, strange happiness unknown
before. And yet 'twas a little thing
which sundered our hearts and well nigh
wrecked the happiness of two lives.—
Had my babe lived my heart might have
remained pure and true, and its stormy
passion waves forever slumbered in their
sluggish beds, Bul God took my idol
from me, and left my sonl-shrine dessolate.
I watched the closing of the violet eyes
and the last flutter of the little life, while
o'er my heartseuled a dark despair. In
that bour of bitterness aud trial, my hus-
band forgetiing his own great sorrow,
atrove by new acts of love aud devotion
to break the fatal spell which was destroy-
ing my young hfe, We went more into
society, (requented places of amusement
and in scenes of pleasure and excitement
I strove to drown the memory bell which
tolled out their ceaseless chimes on my
goul. We went one evening to hear an
Italinn singer—1 was enraptured, entran-
ced ; T'marked the kindle of the glorious
eyee, as the crowd thundered their ap-
plause, and noticed the rich lue which
mantled cheek 'and brow os boquet afier
boquet fell at her feet, and longed like
ber 1o siand where an admiring world
should ocast their glitering laurels at my
feet,

In that hour a new ambition fired my
soul; I went from that place with a
sirange, wild purpose burning within my
bosom. ‘There was a wild sparkle in my
eye, and an unnatural glow on mz usi-
ally pale cheek, as on reaching home I
made known my purpose to my husband
He only smiled al my earnesiness, say-
ing he could never allow the charms of
his darling 1o be exhibited 1o the public
gaze, and drawing my head down to his
bosom bieathed. soft, seothing' worde in
my ear, telling me that there mugt the troa-
snre he had wooed and won forever rest,
sheltered from the cold world's snates,
Ah ! he little knew then, my husband,
the fatal spell which had even then taken
possession of my soul, It haunted my
pight dreams, and day hy day gained new
sireng!h upon me till my whole life and
being seemed oentered in that one wild
desire. We had many subsequent con-
vereations on the subject, and by every
method and entreaty 1 strove to gain my
objeet, but all to. no purpose; he who
was gentle and vielding in sught elve,
was firm and unbending in this, One
day I sought my husband with a fiem re-
solve to gain my point even though his
priceless Jove should be the eacrifice,.—

emce ‘whioh T tiad never seen there befors.
Codld it be the fearful foreboding of the

dark’ winged evil near,” T seated myself

on'a law couch at' his side, and with all
the earnestness of my natmre’ pleaded tay
cause. ' I'had expected reasoning and re-
proaches, but none fell upon my listen-
ing ear; 1 looked ap inio (he searcling
eyes bent above me, and read in their
calm, unimpaesioned gaze, an answer (o
my pleadings 1 was maddened, wild; 1
threw the circling arms from me and
styod up before him in all the pride and
dignity of my womanhond. O, in that
hour of passion and blindness T forgot
my woman's mission, my wifely duly,
all, all save that one wild longing which
held captive iny soul. Bitter words
were on my longue, words which echoed
through my soul-depths long afterwars
of a home and life far away where no
tyrant hushand should bend my wil, to
his, AsI turned to leave his prescnce
my husband cast upon me snch a look of
ningled pity and tenderness, a look which
haunted me through all (he weary years
of our estrangement and separation.

That night1 left my husband’s side
when I thought him sleeping and hastily
parepared for flight Seleeting a few ar-
ticles from my wardrobe, together with a
few momentos of past houts, my fingers
sought the door knob when a strange,
unacountable impulse caused me 10 turn
and gaze once more on he face
which bhad been so dear t0 me. A few
faint beams of the rising moon struggled
in through the hall closed shutters falling
on the brown locks with a dim glory,
An anxions and troubled expression rest-
ed on the pale (eatures, (thes olden luok
of yesterday) his slombers seemed rest
less andl disturbed,

I thought I heard my name murmered
in his drean s, and bending low I caught
the words, * O, Isabella, come back to
mel’ O, How those pleading tones
pierced my very soul and well nigh vn-
bent my pucpose, but the syren finger of
fame was beckoning me on, on. and heed-
ing not Le voice of love and duty, my
(cet pressed the stairway. ‘T'he door of
our little parlor stood ajar, and I could
not resist the impulse once more to stand
within its hallowed retreat, T paused a
moment by (he low casement where |
hiad sai 0 many happy hours; the vines
seemed never to have twined so graceful-
ly, or the June roses to have blossomed
s0 sweeily there before. In one corner
hung my guitar, with its silken strings
neglected and unstrung, and (here as last
[ lefk it, with its music book open at /iy
[avorite song, stood my piano, silent and
still, whila the blue eyes of my lost dar-
ling looked down reproachfully upon me
Irom the wall. Casting one long linger-
ing look on each familiar thing, my feet
crossed the threshold and wrod the wind-
ing pathway to the little mound heneath
the' willows, ' 1 plucked one whie rose
from the hallowed spot, and went forth
alone into the cheerless night. Morning
found me at a railway station bound, not
knowiug whither or where. T had seen
an advertisement in the daily papers, of a
celgbrated music teacher, resiuring in a
large town about'one hundred miles dis-
tant, and thither [ resolved to direct my
wandering feer. On, on, the iron ateed
bounded every moment bearing me from
the ties of kindréed and home, Stranger
eyes bent their curious glances upon me,
that one g0 young, so heautiful, should be
traveling alone and unprotected. and 1
shrank away from their cruel, searching
gaze, like the suilcy thing I was.

Night found me in a strange place,
without a ‘friendly roof to shelter my
weary head, O, in that hour of desola-
tion how the lone dove yearned for its
lost home nest in the safe retreat of a hus.
band’s love ; but my wayward heart had
forfeited all claim to the priceless treanure,
“I'was a rugged, thorny pathway my
blind will had marked out belore me, and
now I must reap the consequences of my
own rashness and folly, I secured dor
myeell private lodgings, sought out the
old tutor, who reteived me with a kind,
oricouraging &mile, sounded my voice,
and for 118 depth and clearness, pronoun.
ced it very fine, assuring me, by care and
coltivation, of a brilliant success. I pla-
ced mysell under his instruction and toil-
ed hopefully, uneeasingly, hardly allow-
ing mysell time for food and repose, Al
the end of thrée months [ was considered
competent ' for my new voeution, and
made my" debut on the stage, as a pupil
of the celebiated Gerard de Norval, 'Tlie

brillianey ‘of the gas fights, the sea of

human faces turned upon me at the rising
of the curtain in the first act, so complete-
ly bewildered me, that for a moment my
senses seemed paralyzed with fear, and
my voica thrilled forth a Jow, trembling
strain, like the wail of a frightened bird ;
but gradually, as T became accustomed
10 the sight, strength and courage came
to my aid, and forgetting the scene around
me, I poured my whole soul into the
work before me. The intense sfillness
of the listening erowd, broken' only{by the
deep murmurs of applause at the conclu.

ed in the musical world, [ sang in every
town and eity within three hundred miles
from my former-home, winning fresh laus
rels everywhere, while every lip -and
tongue echoed -the praise of Gabrielle,
the queen of song, (for thus they had
styled me, as I would not suffer my
spotless name, the name of my husband
80 loved and reyered, 1o become the theme
for gossip among the gay world. ' Every-
where I moved, an admiring train follow.
ed in my trail, seeking to learn the birth
and hietory of the new star, which had so
auddenly arisen in thé world of song.—
Costly gifts, rare boqueis and gilded bil-
let douz, breathing passionate words of
love and adoration, found their way to
my boudoir ; but all mere powerless alike
to move my heart, for its secret portals
were guarded by a holy talisman, e’en
Gay Luurence's priceless love,

The star of my destiny had risen high
in the cloudless heavens, Fame's serpent
fingers had woven a glittering coronet, to
twine around my brow. 'The goal of my
ambition was won, For this I had given
my peace of soul, for this I had bartered
the holiest boon of woman’s life. In the
still night waliches, o'er weary leagues
and trackless wastes, my epint oried out
in biternass for its early love, but the
memory-voices brought back one only
mocking echo, lust, lost.

Five years had flown since my cruel
desertion, but in their flight had brought
no tidings of the forsnken one. T had
performed my rounds in ceaseless circles,
like the charmed bird, graduslly nearing
the home-nest, till I was to sing that
night within ten wiles of my former resi-
dence. 1 sat in the twilight of early June
time, musing on tke strange evenis of
my past kife, when a tide of varied recol-
lections fluoded my soul at the thought of
being so near the object of my former love.
A withered rose fell from the volume |
hield in my hand, and lay trembliog in
the sunshine at my feer. At the sight of
that cherished keepsake, a thousand ten-
der remambrances awoke anew to life,
which [ had hoped forever buriel with
the vetnrnless nast—remembrances of the
sweel babe, sleeping beneath the willows,
of him, whom'I had promised befare God
and the angels, to love (hrongh all coming
time ; and beneath their softning tonch,
she, the haughty, world-renowned singer,
wept in humbleness and ghame, and in
that hour of sorrow and contrition | would
have given worlds could [ have felt Ais
kiss of forgiveness on my lips, his haud
in blessing on my head. A’ strange faney
seized me (hat night, and guided by its
impulee, [ pushed aside the glitering pile
of cosily robes, and arrayed myeelf in a
simple dress of spotless white, twined one
rose bud ‘mid the folds of my midnight
hair ; and but for a yearning, weary look
round the eurving lip, the face and form
which I surveyed in the mirror, were but
lile’ ehanged from that fearful pight of
years agane. A fevérish excitement lent
a new charm to my tongue, and 1 had
never sung with a greater brilliancy than
on that eventfal evening. ' A mysterious
presence seemed ever near me, and my
glance constantly wandered over the crowd
of spectators, as if seeking some [amiliar
face. Ihad reacked the concluding piece;
"twas a favorite song of my husband's,
and its sweel strains gushed forth with a
sirange power and earnestness, when, as
my glance wandered again its acoustomed
round, it met the gaze of ascarching eye,
and seemed rivited 10 the spot; that no-
ble forn, that lofty brow and wealth of
gold brown loeks; 1 could not be decieved.
It was he, my long lost hasband. A
strange, shuddering senvation crept round
my heart; the last note faltered on my
tongue like a dying wail; lighis, specta-
tors, ull fled from my vision, '

[awoke to zonseionsness in my own
apartnients, with a crowd of anxious faces
bent above me ; but refusing all comfort
and sympathy T wildly entreated to be
left alone. Alone with my thoughts the
eventd of the past evening rushed gotosy
my mind, and [ knew the scene T had
witnegsed hud been o idle dream, bola
living ‘roality, A voice from the secrel
deptbs of my own heart pleaded & return,
a'voice from the willow grave and Eden
home whisperéd “*come,”™ and I obeyed
the call, " 'Way-worn and weary with a
fearful presentiment of evil pressing at
thy heart, at nightfall 1 hastened up the
gravel walk that led 1o0my husband's
splendid: mangion, the mir of silence and
desolation which reigned without,’ bot!
strengthened my faami  Hutrying past
groups of afirighted servants, who gazed
upon me ag fome specire from the dead,
up the broad staircase my feet flew rather
than went, my heart told me where, paus-
ing not till I reached the door of my hus-
band’s apartment.  Noiselessly I entered
tha derkened room. A ray of light from
a hall closed shutier revealed to me a

rostrate form beneaih the snowy cover-
et, Tt was my husband, I bent abave
the palid face, showered wild kisses on
lip aid brow, and fondly called. the en-
dearing name, but no answering caress

mel mine, no look of recogniuon answer-

well nigh bresking thenand kneeling by
his bedside 1 poured forth one fervent
anguished petition into the ear of the All
Mereifal\'for'the réstoration to life and
hualth of my precious one.

It was agonizing to listen to his ravings,

sometimes in fervenl, anguished tones
begging me not to leave him, and then
in low, piteous pleadings calling on his
Isabel to come back' to him once more. —
Days aud weeks [ watehed beside him,
allowing no other to take my place, and
though to my questionings, the white
haired physician wonld answerme by a
mournful shake of the head, yet I never
(altered or doubted, but my loved one
would be restored. My voice poseessed
a magic spell to hush into quiet his wild-
es| ravings, my hand a soothing power to
lull the weatied brow tn rest, and (hro'
the long hours | sat and watched beside
him, yearning so earnestly for the beam
of intelligence to come back onee more to
the gleaming eye. The crisis came at
last, and with the mwakening, the kind
old physician told me with tearful eye,
he had hope of reason's return.
I watchied his quiet breathing with flut.
tering heart and dimming eye. At last
the eyelids slowly unclosed, wandering
from oné object to'another, resting at last
on my teacful face. There was a ner-
vous quiver of the pale lips, and then
trembled forth the love words, O, Isabel
my darling, tell me "tis no dream thai you
have indeed come back to me onee mora,"
while my tongue faltered out in reply,
“0, my husband, can vou forgive me
these cruel years of neglect and deser-
tion 1"

e drew my head down to its old
resting place on his bosom, and there
with his cheek pressed close to mine, and
his kiss of forgiveness on my lips, my
weary head reposed in a sweeter slumber
than it had known for five long years.—
His recovery was rapid from then, and
with my assistance he was soon able to
go about his aceustomed haunts. Bat the
scenes through which [ had passed the
few past weeks, proved too mueh for my
ghattered strength, and I sank on a bed of
sickness in all the delirium of a fever.—
Somelimes, with wild songs gashing on
my lips,iand the flush of triumph on my
brow, before an assembled throng I siood,
and again through blind pathways, "neat’
siarless skies | waddered, secking my
husband’s love. It was his voiee which
recalled my wandering senses 10 lifa and
happiness sgain. [ arore from that bed
of sickness a changed ‘bt better woman,
Iiach had much to tell the other of the
past, My husband hadi indeed long and
vainly sought me without being able to
obtain any elue of the wandering one.—
He had hearsl of the fams of Gabrielle the
gified singer, litle dreaming thatshe and
bis lost darling were one and the same.—
Learning that she was ts #ing o near, he
resolved to be one of the namber to listen
to her songs that night, and renew among
the countless throng, his search once
more, with but a faint hope of sucoess,—
He weni, and found in the person of the
far-tamed singer, his lovg lost Is abelle.
The discovery was (0 much for his
shattered nerves, and a long illoess fol-
lowed.

Two years have passed since the prodi-
gal's velurn, two vears of almost perfect
Joy sud pesce, I sit in the twilight
shadows and old a sweet babe to my bo-
som, with eyes ‘and hair like my lost
darling's. The songs which I now sing
are breathed for my husband’s ear alone,
ar in hushiog my infant to rest , and as I
gaze into the violet depths of the eyes
which look love into mine, I breathe a
illent prayer to the heavenly throne that
her ténder years may be spared so bitter
a ate as mine has heen,

Ought a Man to Laugh.

Bometimes the most sober do it. A
corrgspondent living in. central Indiana
communicates the following: “At our
eleven o'clock preaching last Sibbath,
Oct. 84, the presiding elder was filling
the pulpit. A ministerial brother, in
orderthe better to hear, took a chair and
sat in frony. of the desk on the platform,
The sermon was, perhaps, hali throogh
and balf the congregation were in tears,
when our brother of the platform, wiping
his eyes and pushing his ebuir unconsei-
ously back; last his.centre of gravity, and
his chair and self weat over the plaform’s
edge to the fioor, The changs from
tears to (the opposite stale was sudden.
Grave as wag the elder, it wasnotdifficult
to see Lhe wrinkles of laoghter in his face.
[ mysell could not restrain my  risibles,
and as to the congregation the demonstra~
tion was almost general. The brother
who fell gathered himsell as fast as he
conld, appesring exceedingly mortified at
the mishap.”” We were witness ourself
of n seene nearly similar to the above,
on a_ late Sabbah, and thought at the
lime how necessary it was for a man to
have his eyes about him all the wlile, as
well as hig ears,.—[ Meth. Prot.

We should be honess, because we are
directed to be so by the most lofty and
undying prinejples.

Frang Duatehkin!

BY J. GILLON,

Frans Datchkin was a little old man,
who lived in a little old house, on the
banks of the Rbine, and it would have
puzzled & wiser person than you or I,
kind reader, to tell which was the elder,
the dry brown old house or brown dry-
looking old man who lived init. Both
seemed as though they might have chal.
lenged King Time 1o a teial of sirength
and pmience, and have come off the
vielor,

‘The little old honse stood in the midst
of great cosy-looking barns and outhouses,
two or three jimes as large as itself, and
eyening and morning the air was filled
with the lowing of catile, the bleating of
sheep, the busy eackle of poultry amlgall
the sounds which speak of home comfort
and happiness; but if Franz Dutehkin's
caltle lowed of any such thing, they for-
ever forfeited their character for veraeity,
for Franz was guiltless of having shed
one beam of joy or gladness on a human
soul, since the days when he lay on his
mother's breast and woke in her heart
the sweet joy of maternity. One thing
only Franz Dutchkin loved—money.
‘That he loved truly, and bowed himself,
body, soul and spirit, in the dust belore
it. It was all ke had to love ; the smiling
face of a wife had never brightened the
brown old house, nor the merry voices of
children woke its slecping echoes since
Franz Dutebkin called himself its master ;
he said women had grown lazy and ex-
travagant, and he was to poor himself o
keep a wife in idleness, But if you had
teen how scornfully the Rhineland maid-
ens togsed their heads, and eurled their
bright red lips, you would have sworn it
was because no one would have him for
all his gold, Franz had a brother, Ru-
dolph, who resembled him bat in one
thing, the name of Dutehkin, They had
started in life with equal stores of this
woatld’s goods, but while gold flowed in a
steady stream into the etrong box of Franz
and stuck there a8 if wedged and welded
fast, Rudolph seemed zified with the
fatal power of turning every coin he
toucled to air, for none ever remained in
his hands, and his fortune dwindled in
spite of all bis efforts to twen the tide the
other way. Such was his ill luek that 1
doubt not, had he been set down in the
valley of Goleonda, the diamonds would
have tarned to worthless pebhles at his
feet. Though poor in the wealth of this
world, Rudolph was rich in heart (rans-
ures. He hsd a rosy-cheeked, rough
handed, but tender-hearted wife, who
toiled with him early and lats, always
oheerful and contented, and eight lasty
liitle ones, who made the house merry
with their gambols, Nevertheloss it must
be admitied that, highly as these heart
treasures are prized by their possessors,
and T have heard very poor men say
worlds could not buy them, they are bot-
ter calculated o drag a man down to
poverty's dark vale, rather than elevate
hin to the fair and sunny placid of afflu-
ence. Down the grim descent Rudolph
slipped, slipped, slipped, despite all his
struggles, till he landed at the bottom.
sick and penniless. The true-hearted
wile, rosy.cheeked no longer, wept, and
labored, and prayed, but ten mouths were
hard to fill, and one blustering November
day found them keeping a forced fast,
with no prospect of a feast to top off with,
Thep the poor wife threw her eonrse
shawl over her head, and with a sinking
heart sallied forth amid the rain and sleet,
to try if Franz conld be prevailed on, by
the pleading of suffering kindred, to part
with some of his hoarded wealth. Along
the muddy road she toiled ; the blustering
wind almost blew her away, the rain and
sleet beat in her face, but she heeded
them not ; her heart was at home with
ber sick husband and starving children.
By and by the window of the little brown
house glimmered in the distance, and
soon the poor woman, timidly peeping
in, saw Franz Datebkin sitting in his
arm-chair before a blaing fire, smoking
his pipe in cheering comfort,  While she
gased, there was a whirc among the
wheels of the quaint old eloek that stood
on the mantie shelf, blinking in the fire
light. Out popped a linle man in a red
night cap, who held a bag, marked gold,
in each hand ; he clanked them together
six times, nodding and rolling Lis head
all the time at Franz, who aodded too,
and then popped back into the old clock,
and ull was silent.  Six o'clock, yes, fix
o'clock, and the deepening gloom warned
her to hesitate’ no longer. Heor timid
knock brought Franz to the door; snd
as she began with trembling voice and
sinking heart to pour forth ber sorrowful
tale, he made s motion as If he would
push ‘her away with his hands, saying,
“Go, go, I cannot help it if my brother
i lazy, and has a great pack of children ;
be must feed himself,” _

The hot tears sireamed over ber cheeks,
washing off the cold fog and sleet, as she
said, torning sadly away : «Pray Jesus

Ihe gold you have refused the poor may

cannot mount to 8

Franz Dutchkin stood looking at her
as she plodded along the darkening road,
and not till she was lost amid mist, mnd
and darkness, did be turn 1o his bright
room, and closing the door, wat dawn
again in his arm-chair before the fire;
but s spell bad fallen over him; nothing
was so bright and comfortable as before,
When be looked into the fire, he saw the
fignre he bad been watching walking
down its glowing alleys, with somelimes
for its companion the slender, boyish
form of the poor scholar he had so rudely
turned from his door that day. If he
looked at' his blinking old clock, their
faces peeped at him from every quaint
moulding ; they were on the walls every
where ; his. mind was full of them ; and
ever as lie began to count over 1o himeelf
the wealth of his bursting barne the good
wife's words, *‘Pray Jesus the gold you
have refased the poor may never weigh
#0 heavy on your soul it cannot mount to
glory,” blotted out his caleulations, and
be bad to begin all over again. T'was
sirange, he wondered at himself ; such
acts were no new thing; they constitused
his life ; but never before had they dis-
turbed him, e filled his pipe, beaped
the great logs on his fire, and tried to
forget, but in vain; the blazing fagots
erackled the poor woman’s words; they
formed the burden of the cricket's song ;
the very smoke of his pipe twined itsell
ito her face, as it curled upwards and
faded away, At length, being unable to
banish these thoughts, Franz not only
suffored them patiently, but even began
to caleulate how rauch gold would be re-
quired to weigh down a man's soul, and
almost (o wish, wicked fellow that he
was, that some demon would give him
the trial, not that he wished or was wil-
ling to be' damned, but then he could
think of twenty plans to keep the gold
and cheat the devil. In such thonghts
as these time slippod by ; the fire smoul-
dered to glowing coals ; shadows crept
out on the walls: the wheels of the old
olock began to rumble, and forth from
his retreat started ihe litle man in the
red night cap, and clanged bis bags to-
gether twelve times, This Franz expect:
ed ; but what was his astonishinent when,
instead of retiring modestly into hie den,
a8 was his wont, the goblin, demon, or
whatever he was, winked his eye and
nodded his head at Franz; and, afler
cutting a few funny capers, seated himself
on the mantle shell. Franz was bewil-
dered ; he rubbed bis eyes, and looked
and tubbed them again; but they per-
sisted in saying that the little man in the
red night cap was sitting (here, knocking
his heels together, and nodding and wink-
ing a8 though there wes some deep secret
between them.

“I can do it for you, Franz Dutchkin,"
6aid he, with a knowing wink ; “I can
do it. Look at these; they are full of
gold.” And he shook his tiny bags tri-
umphantly in the air. Franz could not
forbear a laugh. A thousand such Lilli-
putian bags would not have been s drop
in the bucket to hisdesire. *Never fear,”
said the liwle demon, frowning angrily,
“I could pour enough gold from them 1o
buy you, if I pleased. Lay down and
put your strong box on your breast, and
[ will pourin gold as long as you can
bear its weight ; but have a care you do
oot let me give you more than you can
lift, for though I may give, 1 cannot take
it from you,"

Franz did as be was bid, and the Jitle
demon, perching himself on the side of
the box, commenced pouring in a steady
stream of gold from his little bags, At
first Franz was very cautious trying the
weight of the box every second or so;
but at last the glitering' stream so bewil-
dered and excited him, that though he
[elt the weight beginning o crush him,
he could not bear to ery enough, He
tried its weight once more, and found
his utmost strength barely sufficient to
move il. “Stop, stop now,” cried he,
but with a sigh, for he still longed fo
more. '

“Oh 1 no, not yet; you are not allow-
ing for my weight,” said (ho little demon
briskly, at the same time pouring in such
a quantity that Franz soreamed out in
agony he was dying. With a malicious
laugh, the litsle demon sat for & time
walching his ineffectual stroggles and
mocking his agony, and then skipped off
and el him writhiug and groaning in
despair,

Vain were all his stroggles ; days,
months, years passed slowly by, still he
lay weighed to the earth by the load of
wetlth which seemed crushing out his
life, and yet he could not die. - Afier
many years, or ages. sa they seemed, he.
knew instinctively that the end of all

of God were gathering the righteous to-
gether, to save them from the destruction
whieh was coming upon the world. - His
heart was filled with terror and despair,
for he was pinned to the earth by hia
cursed
the flsmes. While he was

struggling, there entered an angeli

"W.’"‘.’“_l:ﬁ.{

things was at band, and the messepgers,

gold, and must perish with it in}.

orm, .

brother, hin wife and ehildsen,

friends and neighbors. 'I'h , came
stood sorrowfolly around him, and {
angel said : “You are all this poor wn's
friends or neighbors ; there must be womme
among you whom he has helped, in poy-
erly or sickness, or comforted in sarrow,
Aoy one he has helped may help him
now." (RVIARSS PR

A solemn silence reigned ; -and'
Franz looked from face W -face,! he tried
. vain to remember ome kind act, but in
its stead a long asray of harsh deeds aod
harsher words filled hia heatt with te-
motse; and tinged his ceck With a blugh
of shame. The sngel turaed sorrowfully
to Rudolph, saying, ** You are his brother
—you were sick and your children wans-
ec bread ; surely then he gave you of his
bounty., You ean help hfrn." But Ru-
dolph eadly shook his head, and his wife
covered her weeping face. Then the angel
wept and turned away, and all, friends,
neighbors and brother passed from the
room. The last 1o go was the poor wife,
wlho. tarning her face, all streaming with
tears, us he had seen it that November
night, said : ““ The gold you have refused
the poor has weighed you to the earth so
that you never can mount to glory.” She
then disappeared. _

There are moments into which 4he
agony ages is compressed, and the soul
suffers an eternity. Such to Franz was
that which followed her departure, when
he was left to meet bis doom in uuer
loneliness, unseen and unpitied.” " Hig
agony was too great to bear. While te
shrieked : and struggled, the earth gavé
way beneath bim, and he felt himself fal-
ling—falling—falling—till he was “brot’
up all standing,” as sailors say ; by his
blue tiled hearth, and opening his eyes,
he found himaell reposing among the dead
embers. He sat up and rubbed his gyes.
The moon was shining brightly through
the liule window ; but no trace of box;
gold or demon remained. He looked
fearfully at his old clock, and actuall
trembled when the little man in the ra,(i
night cap popped out and proclaimed four
o'clook.

Franz sat for a few moments in deepy
thought ; then starting up, he aronsed
his sleeping servants, and sugh a bustling
and running to and fro [ am sure had never
been seen since the old brown hoose was
a house ; and before another hour had
passed, Franz was rapidly driving his
wagon, richiy laden with good things,
towards the town. Great was the amaze-
ment of poor Rudolph and his wile when
Franz drove up in the early daylight and
they learned his errand, (for he keps his
dream to himself,) and great was the sur-
prise of the neighborhood when it was
noised abroad that Franz, afier tiroing a
beggar from his door, had pursued and
brought him back to be clothed and fed,
Many were the bright spots of wit expen-
ded on him, to the effect that sudden
amendment boded death. Nevertheless,
Franz Dutchkin lived to a good old age,
growing better each day, loving gold less
and his fellow men more ; but he gave
away ihe quaint old clock which had
taught him such a lesson, for the litle
man with his bags of gold awoke unpless
sant thoughts whevever he appeared.—
Rudolph did not long deserve tﬁ: epithet
of poor, for through the assisiance of
Franz and his own exeriions. peace and
plenty soon crowned his dwelling.

Flowers.

How the universal heart of man blosses
flowers ! They are wreathed around the
cradle, the marriage aliar and the tomby |
‘The Persian in the far east delights. in
their perfumez, and writes his lqve in
nosegays ; while the Indian child bf the
(ar west clasps his hands with glee, as'he
gathers the abundant blossoms—the il-
luminated scripture of the prairies. . The
Cupid of the ancient. Hindoos tipped his
arrows with flowers and orange guda are
the bridal oro #n with s, & nation of yes-
terday. Flowers .garlanded the Grecian
altar ; and they hang in votive wreaths
before the Christian shrine.

All these are tp&uprim uscs. _ Flow-
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ers shouold deck brow of the youth-
ful bride, for they are in themselves a
lovely type of marriage. They should
twine round the tomb, for their 'perpetu-
ally renewed beauty is & symbol of the
resuirection, they should festoon the sl
tar, for their. feagrance and  their beaoty
arcend in perpetual worship before the
Most High.—[Lydia M, Child. "

A Bchenectady paper deseribing the
effects of a squall upon a canal 5 .
“When the gale was'nt its
onfortunate eralt keeled 1o larboard, yadh
the captsin and snother. cask of
rolled overboard,”

Oae of (he most o
practitioners used to sny, that he, cor
ered a feo 80 ne y 1o give
an opinion, that when he looke ;
own tongue in the gliss, he slipped &




